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Nikki, April of 1970 


Life fucking sucks. And | don't mean like, ‘it sucks dick’ or ‘it sucks ass‘. | mean it sucks because my dad isn't 
around, my mom is a drunk whore, and her boyfriends hate my existence. But as we all know, there's gonna be 
a new one tomorrow most likely. | wasn't scared of her or what she did because the metal and rock was gonna 
keep me alive. To be like Sabbath and Motorhead was my fucking dream, but sometimes, we don't always reach 
our dreams. | know for a fact that | was gonna kick ass and get there; | wasn't sure when and | sure as hell 


wasn't sure how. 


You know, though, there's been silence throughout the apartment. | think Deana went to go get more booze. | 
can hear through the wall, and | hear the band mentioned before: Black Sabbath. Now, around this time, not too 


many people appreciate metal and rock. So | said, ‘hey, fuck it and followed the sound. It came from an 


apartment that was previously empty. Obviously, it isn't empty anymore. 
| knocked on the door, and as soon as my knuckles landed on the door for the third time, the music stopped. | 
looked around and the door opened to my amazement. Before me stood a chick who had a nose piercing. "Uh... 


hi." 


"Hey kid," she said smiling. She looked in the apartment then back at me. "How old are you? Why are you 


roaming?" 

‘Its none of your fucking business why l'm out here, l'm 14." 

"Doesn't mean you're a grown up, kid" 

"Well, how old are you?" Shit, this chick knew how to put up a fight and keep the convo going before | even get 
into her house. | wanted to vibe and listen to Sabbath with her. | knew mom would kill me though, there wasn't 


a doubt about that. 


"Sixteen, kid" She looked around the apartment building before grabbing my arm and forcing me in. "Is that you 


who plays the bass next door and screams at his mom?" She slammed the door behind her and looked at me. 
"Sure? | guess that's me," | said, trying to play it cool. | then sighed and nodded. "Yeah, that's me." 


"What's your name? | wanna know so | don't have to keep calling you ‘kid." She grabbed a tray that had ‘RAW 
written on it in big, red letters. She then grabbed a green bud and began to break it up. 


"Frank. Yours?" | watched her intently. Was this bitch going to do drugs in front of me? Well, it's in her 


apartment. Where's her parents? 
"Call me Mani, Insane, Crazy Cunt Bag, whatever you want Frank." 


| shifted in my seat when she called me ‘Frank’. She caught on and licked the joint closed. "Do you not like being 


called Frank?" 
"Not... really. My dad isn't around and | was named after him." 


She nodded, really understanding. She then looked down. "My dad's in prison Don't care what for or why, but 


he's on death row." 


Holy shit. That's intense. More intense than my dad leaving my alcoholic mom. More intense than screaming at 


my mom every day and slamming the door in her face. "lim sorry." 


"Don't be. He chose that life, it's what he deserves." She shrugged and lit it. "You smoke, kid?" 


| shook my head no, but it would be worth a try. "Can | try?" 

"You don't have asthma, do you?" 

| once more shook my head. She handed it to me after taking a couple of drags. It began to smell really 
strongly of whatever she was smoking. | didn't care regardless. | then grabbed it and took a drag. It tasted 
even better, but | couldn't help but cough, and cough, and then cough some more. "Fuck!" 

She was laughing and handed me a bottle of water. "Here, drink this and have a few more hits." 

Whatever you were supposed to feel, | was feeling it heavily. It wasn't a bad feeling at all, but I'm not used to 
it. | sighed and tried standing; | couldn't. | fell right back on my ass and sighed. "How the hell am | supposed to 
get home?" 

"Don't know, that isn't my problem. Mom should be home in about two hours." 

"Your mom?" 

"Yeah." She hummed and took it from me after a couple of drags. "You know Frank, you look like a Nikki.” 
"Isn't that a girl's name though?" | told her with a dirty look. 

"Who cares? It's a new generation, Nikki." She smiled at me and punched my arm. "Look, Nikki, be you. Be who 
you want to be and don't ever let anyone take that away from you. Your uniqueness is what makes you who 
you are and there's only one of you." She smiled at me before handing the joint back to me. | was excited, a 


new friend who isn't total shit. 


"Thanks... Mani, right?" | looked at her before | took two more drags. The joint was almost gone. She nodded at 


me before pointing to me. 

"You want another, Nikki?" She smiled and grabbed another bud. 

"No, |. | think I'm okay for right now." | smiled at her and kicked back on her couch. 
"Do you wanna stay for dinner?" 


| could hear my apartment door next to us slam shut and | shot up. "Let me... let me ask my mom." | ran out 


of her apartment and back to mine. 


That's the last time | ever saw that girl. 


ll: Started At The Bottom 


Tommy, June of 198l 


Nikki, Vince, Mick and | had played countless of shows along the Sunset Strip. The babes and the idea of being 
able to catch any of them was wicked, but what was even more wicked is being able to have friends of 


bandmates. It was cool as hell and | couldn't ask for better bandmates. 


Tonight was the night we performed at the Rainbow Bar. Who knows who was gonna show up, there's been all 
kinds of bands getting signed to record labels. We had no idea when that producer was gonna show up or if it 


was even going to show up. 


"Hey, Vinnie?" | looked backstage for Vince, but little did | know he was sleeping with some chick in the back. 
Nikki was nowhere to be found, but | found Mick gently strumming on his guitar. "Hey, Mick my man" 


"What do you want ya fucking teenager?" Mick looked up at me. He had a total pessimistic view of life but he 
tried his hardest to love us. We were a bunch of little kids to him, but he wasn't that much older than us. He 
had some type of arthritis that fucked up his spine and pelvis. 


"Where's Nikki, man?" | smiled at him and lit a cigarette. | looked around, even in the crowd. | hadn't seen him 


until Mick pointed him out. 


"Hm, try the missus wearing the badge." He pointed to a chick who literally sparkled because of her piercings. 
She was covered in tattoos, and suddenly, Nikki was hugging this girl. Did | know who she was? No, Nikki had 


never mentioned her. Was it his mom? There was no way, she looked as old as Nikki 


| walked over that way and Nikki smiled at me. "Tommy, this is a really old friend of mine, Insane. She's with 


Elektra." 


She smiled at me, her snake bites moving with her smile. "So you're the famous Tommy Lee, huh? I've heard a 
lot about you in the past five minutes." 


| stared at her piercings, thinking quietly to myself. "How do you give blowjobs with those?" | wasn't thinking it 
and it sure as hell wasn't quiet. ".Sorry, just gotta say stupid shit sometimes." 


She gave me a dirty look and pushed me in the face about three feet back. "Yeah, obviously dickbag. Go find 
someone else." She then looked back at Nikki and handed him a piece of paper. "Look over the contract, and 
have the band sign accordingly. But," she pointed at me. "If that little prick is going to ask about how | give 
blowjobs, he can kick the bucket" 


"Insane, it's not that big of a deal." 


"Really, Nik?" 
"Well, what am | supposed to say?" 


She rolled her eyes. "Keep the hounds in their cage until they need to be let out, Nikki. That's all | have to say. 
Oh, and..." She held a brown paper bag to him and smiled. "Here's some blow, kid." 


lm not a kid anymore, Insane." Nikki rolled his eyes and | smiled at him. 

She... is older than you?!" | laughed and pointed at Insane. Was that really her name? 

| liked this girl, between her ‘no bullshit attitude and her heavy style, she could totally roll with us! But the 
fact that Nikki wasn't one of the oldest in the group made shit change. It really did, because now | could sleep 
with a fucking cougar, man! 


"Man, fuck you Tom. Go backstage and get ready. I'll be there in a minute." 


| ran off, knowing we were gonna get signed. | was whooping and hollering, and | swore | heard Nikki say, "Don't 


tell the band!" 


| told the band! They're super hyped, but they're a little upset they didn't get to meet the chick who was 


signing us. Soon, Nikki came back and slammed the contract in front of me, Mick, and now Vince. 


"Look, guys. The only reason | can accept this deal is because its an old friend of mine. So sign if you want, 


but." 

Vince signed. 

Mick signed. 

| stared at Nikki. "I could totally fuck this up by not signing and the whole band isn’t-" 

"Hey, fuck you Leel” Vince pushed me gently in my shoulder and laughed. "Just sign the damn thing, man" 

| forced a quick signature, and next thing | know, we were on stage performing ‘Live Wire’. Insane was in the 
front row, cheering us on and smiling. She seemed to really groove with our music and it gave us all adrenaline 


to keep going, to keep playing. 


Nikki looked at her and only her for some reason, which | didn't understand why. Maybe Nikki loved this girl and 
they had a thing back then. Who knows? | sure as hell didn't. 


What | did know is that once the show was over, we were headed to a huge house in the middle of the woods. 


Cars were lined up all along the side of the drive we were going up. 


"Look, guys," Insane spoke quietly but loud enough to hear over the laughter. "Don't be intimidated, alright? We 
got Ozzy, we got Metallica, fucking Maiden, alright? Don't be stupid and make a bad name for yourselves. If 
you're gonna do blow or anything go to my room, not too many people fuck with that here." 


"We all know Ozzy fucks with blow," Vince said before the car parked. 
"Get the hell out!" The driver yelled, laughing. 


We got out as quickly as we could. Nikki stood next to Insane and sighed. We were walking but Nikki stopped us. 


"Guys! You haven't even met our producer yet" 


"Is that who this hottie is?" Vince grinned, going to lean on something but instead falling over. He hissed in pain, 


but he had no idea what was gonna come from him next. 


"Emmanuel! Keytlin!" Insane called loudly, and two people that looked just like her picked Vince up. "Take this 
piece of trash inside, and take him to my room. I'll be there shortly, Vinnie." She winked at him and we all began 


to whoop. 


Mick made a noise of disgust. Insane sighed at him. "You really think I'm gonna sleep with that? I'd rather 
smash Nikki three days in a row. Besides, | don't want herpes in my throat" She rolled her eyes and walked into 


her house. We followed in. 


